CHAPTER    8
END   OF  A  BARON
I sat on a caf<£ terrace in Budapest and read one of those Jewish
emigr6 publications in which you find a great deal of Inside
Information about Germany, much of which I advise you to read
with a cold and critical eye, and a certain amount of actual news
which you will not find anywhere else. As I read a paragraph
leaped out of the page at me:
baron von ketteler's body found
A body recovered from the Danube at Hamburg has been
identified as that of Baron von Ketteler, the secretary of
Herr von Papen, who has been missing since the German
annexation of Austria. After Herren Bose and Jung, he is the
third of Papen's collaborators to have met a tragic end,
I put the paper down, and leaned back in my chair and thought,
and looked back along the years.
I saw a young man, outwardly calm but with the hunted look of
the fugitive at the back of his eyes, standing in the Bendlerstrasse
on June 30th, 1934, the day of the great killing in Germany. I
saw the same young man, now in relative safety but still with the
same curious, veiled look in his eyes, receiving me at Papen's
Embassy in Vienna, moving in evening dress among the guests at
Papen's receptions.
He always seemed to be looking for something, always made me
feel as if he kept his nerves in a strait-jacket. He always seemed to
be expecting the touch on his shoulder. I saw him sitting behind
a newspaper in Meissl and Schaden's in Vienna. I had a glimpse of
a motor car passing mine in the Karntnerstrasse, and of Ketteler
sitting in it.
Then I saw another picture — Hainburg, one of the many
Danubian towns that I love. There I had sat, in a vine-clad court-
yard, and drunk wine with my good friend, while strolling

